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LOS ANGELES, April 14— 

A poker-faced jury began de- 
liberations on Sirhan Bishara 
Sirhan’s assassination of Sen. 
Robert F. Kennedy today un- 
der strict instructions to dis- 
regard whatever penalty their : 
verdict might bring*. i 

Superior Court Judge Her- ; 
bert V. Walker told them their < 
only job at this point was to ] 
decide whether the killing was i 
first-degree murder as the : 
State has charged or some- : 
thing less. 

Their deliberations’ will ap- 
parently, be on a business-as-u- 
parently, be on a business-as- 
usual basis. The seven men 
and five women will sit only 
from 8:30 a.m. to 4 p.m.' each 
day, “the normal hours I hold 
my court,” as Judge Walker 
put it. 

The jury will attempt to 
reach a verdict in an isolated, 
20-by-30-foot room on the Hall 
of Justice’s ninth floor just 
above the stuffy chamber 
where the trial has been held 
for the past 14 weeks. 

If Sirhan is convicted of 
first-degree murder, he will 
face a separate trial to deter- 
mine whether he should die or 
be imprisoried for life. 

A verdict of second-degree 
murder could bring a sentence 
ranging anywhere from five 
years to life, but here the pen- 
alty would be fixed after im- 
prisonment by California’s 
Adult Authority. 

Sirhan could conceivably be 
convicted of manslaughter or . 
even -acquitted, but neither is J 
likely. 

Sirhan’s lawyers claim that j 
his mind was too eluded for ( 
him to have known what he < 
was doing when he shot Ken- ^ 
nedy last June 5 at the Ambas- 
sador Hotel. « 
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But they have asked the ju- 
rors to find him guilty of sec- 
md-degree murder, declaring 
;hat he ought to be locked up 
for life unless his mental ill- 
ness can be cured. 

Deputy District Attorney 
Lynn. (Buck) Compton, who 
has been described as “A real 
cop’s prosecutor,” wound up 
the State’s case with a thump- 
ing denunciation of Sirhan 
and the psychiatrists and psy- 
chologists who help defend 
him. 

Hands in pockets, with the 
folksy, homespun delivery of a 
crackerbarrel philosopher, 
Compton sought to assure the 
jurors that their common 
sense would serve them far 
better than expert testimony 
in returning a verdict. 

“Charles Dickens once 
wrote in a book, ‘The law is an 
ass,’ ” he said drily. “I think 
that’s true. I think the law be- 
came an ass the day it let the 
psychiatrists get their hands 
on the law ... I say: Reject 
them.” 

It was a stinging, simplistic 
summation, with the prosecu- 
tion evidently banking on the 
conclusion that the jury had 
become fed up with the weeks 
and weeks of jargon-filled psy- 
chiatric testimony and talk of 
ink-blot tests, Bender-Gestalts, 
and father-images. 

Simply put, Compton de- 
clared, “The question is: Is 
Sirhan a bad guy?” 

The broad-shouldered prose- 
cutor looked down at the floor 


and nodded at thei defense 
lawyers in his best Spencer 
Tracy manner. 

“They like him, they say. 
Well, I don’t like him. I think 
he’s a cunning, vicious individ- 
ual.” ‘To the Nth Degree.’ 
Pressing hard for a verdict 
of first-degree murder, Comp- 
ton said Sirhan has already 
received “justice to the Nth 
degree at the hands of the 
system of this country.” 

Los Angeles authorities, the 
prosecutor said, went to “tre- 
mendous efforts to prevent 
this defendant from being 
lynched” after the killing. 

On top of that, he said, Sir- 
han has had the benefit of 
three outstanding lawyers, a 
team of defense investigators, 
a battery of psychologists and 
psychiatrists, an “open-minded 
judge,” and full, advance no- 
tice of the prosecution’s evi- 
dence against him. 

“This is justice,” Compton 
said. “And it has been served. 
The system has worked.” 
Against this backdrop, he 
submitted, a conviction for 
first-degree murder would be 
fully justified. 

Compton hammered at the 
defense’s pleas for a second- 
degree murder verdict, assail- 
ing it as inconsistent with 
their own psychiatrists' claims 
that Sirhan killed Kennedy in 
a schizophrenic trance brought 
on by a bizarre combination of 
mental illness, self-hypnosis 
and four gin highballs that 
he drank at the Ambassador 
Hotel. 


Second-degree murder, 
Compton reminded the jury, 
requires malice aforethought, 
just as first-degree- murder 
does. Yet Sirhan’s psychia- 
trists and psychologists testi- 
fied that he was a paranoid 
schizophrenic incapable of 
malice. 

In his closing argument, 
chief defense counsel Grant B. 
Cooper argued simply that 
Sirhan was incapable of the 
mature and meaningful 
thought that is presumed 
under California law to un- 
derly any deliberate, premed- 
itated murder. 

But Compton argued that if 
Sirhan was capable of malice, 
which is “a deliberate, mani- 
fest intention to take a life,” 
he was capable of premedita- 
tion. 

Assailing chief defense psy- 
chiatrist Bernard L. Diamond, 
whose manner even Cooper 
conceded may have been a bit 
overbearing, the 47-year-old 
chief prosecutor sarcastically 
called him a self-proclaimed , 
“walking lie detector’ hand- 
writing expert and gun ex- 
pert” who had an explanation 
for everything. 


His testimony, Compton 
sniffed, amounted to saying, 
“Nobody knew what hap- 
pened until I, Dr. Diamond, 
descended on the scene.’ ” . 

The facts, the prosecutor 
said, are that Sirhan “hated 
Robert Kennedy . . . wanted 
him dead . . . announced his 
intention . . . bought a gun 
and practiced with it. Then he 
goes to the Ambassador Hotel, 
sticks a gun in his trousers . . . 
and at point-blank range puts 
a bullet through (the Senator’s) 
head.” 

“I think at would be a fright- 
ening thing for the administra- 
,tion of criminal justice in this 
! country if a case of this mag. 
nitude depended on whether 
(Sirhan) saw clowns playing 
patty cake or kicking each 
other in the shins on an ink 
blot,” Compton said, 
i “The psychiatrists say if you 
hate a man a little bit and kill 
; him, you are mature and re. 
sponsible but if you hate a man 
a lot and kill him, you are nol 
responsible and not mature. ' 
“Ladies and gentlemen,” he 
told the jurors, “we ask you, 
don’t put a premium on hate.” 


